drop-curtain of a theatre hides   the back-stage mac! tions.
We left with infinite reluctance, returning by way of P A letter from Sir Stanley Reed had pursued me to Swi land. He asked me whether I would see him to discus* future plans. I sent a somewhat impudent reply sugge; that if he would pay my air fare to London I should be to come. Sir Stanley, most tolerant and courteous of j replied that I need not hurry myself and he would arr a meeting when I finally returned to London.
Back in London. I became more and more oppresse< my personal problem.   Should I or should I not retur India?    I called one  day,  scared to  death,  at  The I Telegraph office in Fleet Street.   It was extraordinary the passing years had not made me any more self-conn" on these job-hunting expeditions. However, being their correspondent in Bombay, I did have some excuse foi visit.   I inquired, at a glass-fronted cubicle in the dark i hall, for "Mr. Watson,"  my letter of appointment ha been signed by "Arthur E. Watson, managing editor."
There was the usual pause for internal telephoning, then I was taken into a waiting-room on the first floe sat there quaking. After a, minute or two a large bespect£ man, who to we red above me, strode briskly in and b talking in a quiet and friendly voice. I explained ni} and answered a few questions about India, wondering the time who lie could be. I did not think it possible a great editor, immersed in his important work, could time to sec' a nonentity of twenty-four from Bom Unable to restrain my curiosity, I asked him outright, it was Mr. Arthur Watson. lie was, as it happened, par Itirly interested in India because his brother, Sir A; Watson, was editor of the Calcutta Statesman.
He was good enough to say that my work on the Mui Begum case had been much appreciated. Greatly eml cned, I came to the point, and asked whether, as India not suit my health, there was any ehance of a job in Lon This did not disturb his calm—in fact during twenty-t years I have found that nothing ever does, however vkx